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Zeal  and  Enthusiasm  Run  Rampant 


Undemanding,  destressifying  and 
ihoroughly  fulfilling  though  ii  was, 
all  good  things  must  come  to  an  end. 
And  so  after  a  year's  hiatus  during 
which  I  travelled  far  and  wide  and 
saw  many  a  wonderous  wonder,  I 
have  returned.  This  fact  was, 
however,  unavoidable,  as  I  do  have 
a  education  which  I  fe«l  compelled  to 
complete.  My  return  -  still  in  lis 
embryonic  stages  -  appears  to  me,  at 
this  point,  both  good  and  bad. 

Good,  because  upon  my  arrival  in 
Toronto  I  was  greeted  by  a 
motorcade  of  all  my  loved  ones, 
some  of  my  liked  ones  and  many  of 
my  relatives.  This  pleased  me 
muchly.  Bad,  because  included  in 
the  festivities,  disguised  as  a 
member  of  my  father's  side  of  die 
family,  was  a  lovely  and  decorative 
float  courtesy  of  my  Visa  creditors. 
And  although  it  appeared  that  they 
had  put  a  lot  of  time  and  effort  into 
malting  it  both  a  lovely  and 
dccerativc  Hoai  and  at  the  same  time 
functional,  with  many  moving  parts, 
I  would  be  lying  to  say  I  wa.>!  happy 
to  see  them.  The  Visa  bill,  whopping 
though  it  was,  was  really  not  my 
fault.  And  when  I  explained  to 
Walter  and  Eliot  from  the 
repossessing  branch  that  the  blame 
must  be  put  on  the  not  much  talked 
about  Visadcvil  that  possessed  my 
body  one  day  while  strolling  down 
the  Champs  Elysecs,  ihey  seemed 
less  Uian  convinced.  This,  however, 
this  was  noi  such  a  shock  to  mc.  It's 
happened  before.  And  not  jusi  once. 

Any  who,  having  left  Paris  -  city 
of  sin,  village  of  vice,  home  of  the 
twenty  dollar  baguette  -  it  is  with 
great  zeal  and  enthusiasm  thai  I  face 
the  coming  year  at  the  University  of 
Toronto,  iit  general,  and  Innis 


College,  in  particular.  Zeal  and 
endiusiasm  have  never  been  my  long 
suit.  I've  never  really  had  a  long 
suit.  I  had  a  long  dress  once  but 
that's  neither  here  nor  there.  So, 
although  not  much  seems  to  have 
changed  apart  from  all  the  sadness 
and  misery  that  pervades  my 
financial  conicniedness,  one  thing 
has  come  to  my  attention  about 
which  I  caimot  help  but  remark:  By 
some  miraculous  miracle  I  have 
become  the  editor  of  the  Innis 
Herald.  And  alUiough  I  would  never 
have  lliought  thai  I  could  become 
zealous  or  entliusiastic  about  any 
job  that  would  require  sitting  behind 
a  computer  for  long  hours, 
organization  skills,  keeping 
deadlines  and  dealing  with  horrible 
unwieldy  amounts  of  stress  and 
misery,  I  do  And  myself  acting  in  a 
fashion  that  could  be  considered  by 
some  10  be  enthusiastic  or  even  -- 
heavens  above  --  zealous.  Perhaps 
I'm  confusing  that  nervous  excited 
feeling  in  my  stomach  with  that 
lingering  parasite  thai  has  been  widi 
me  since  1  left  Barcelona.  Perhaps 
though,  and  tie  me  down  and  make 
mc  cat  a  bug  if  I'm  wrong,  it  has 
something  to  do  with  the  Herald. 

To  be  honest  and  frank,  which 
has  always  been  my  way,  I  hove  no 
great  lofty  inicniions  for  this  year's 
Herald.  My  wants  and  desires  arc 
simple;  I  want  Christian  Slater  as  my 
assistant  editor  and  I  want  to  have  all 
articles  written  using  only  vowels, 
preferably  just  o's  and  u's.  Above 
and  beyond  those  requests,  I  would 
like  the  paper  to  be  representative  of 
buiis'  student  body,  but  that  would 
mean  that  you  would  have  to  do 
some  writing  and  If  this  edition  is 
any  indication,  you  are  nowhere  to 


be  found.  Perhaps  all  you  budding 
young  writer  types  will  materialize 
for  die  second  edition.  I  also  fcally 
warn  It  to  look  good;  that  is  to  say, 
aesdietically  pleasing.  So  if  you 
consider  yourself  some  kinda  ariisle 
or  perhaps  a  carloonisle  of  sons, 
well  dicn  die  Herald  wants  you. 

We  can't  really  cover  Mwf  perse, 
as  the  term  newspaper"  might 
imply,  simply  because  we  only 
publish  once  a  month  on  average. 
Kind  of  like  Rolling  Slone  only 
different  because  I,  unlike  die  editor 
of  Rolling  Slone.  have  great 
difTicultv  getting  an  interview  widi 
Eddie  Van  Halen,  let  alone  a  dau:. 
However,  if  there's  anything  you 
deem  interesting  that  falls  under  die 
category  of  news  and  you  want  it 
printed  up  in  our  humble  rag,  by 
gum,  we'll  print  it. 

Also,  there's  always  room  for 
expansion  in  our  environmental  and 
even  in  die  urban  studies  sections. 
Ahem. 

We  need  help,  and  lots  of  iu  And 
if  you're  a  first  year  then  let  mc  just 
say  thai  working  on  die  paper  is  not 
only  fun  it's  a  great  way  to  meet 
people.  (I  haven't  actually  met 
anyone  yet  but  that  might  just  be 
because  I'm  stuck  in  this  damn 
office  behind  this  damn  computer 
with  all  Uils  stress  and  misery.  So 
let's  jusi  say  it's  a  great  way  to  meet 
mc,  which  is  why  you  came  to 
University  io  the  first  place,  is  it 
not?) 

So  come  by  the  Herald  office, 
room  305,  if  you  have  anything  to 
say  about  anydiing.  Even  if  you 
have  nothing  to  say,  you  can  come 
and  just  listen  to  me.  1  can  tell  you 
all  about  my  trip.  Miiybe  HI  even 
show  you  my  pictures.  O 
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Cash  tlirough  Chaos 


The  Innis  Herald  rcgrcls  that  Uic 
ariiclc  was  printed  under  the 
pseudonym  shown,  and  It  emends 
apologies  10  those  who  may  have 
been  oflcndcd  by  it.  The  Innis 
Herald  is  commiiicd  to  upholding  Uic 
Ontario  Human  Righis  Code  and 
actively  practices  a  policy  >f 
non-dcscrimination.  The  aniclc  in 
question  was  solely  the 
responsibility  of  The  Innis  Herald, 
and  therefore  should  nut  be  viewed 
as  emanating  from  cither  Innis 
College  or  the  University  of 
Toronto. 
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The  tAnit  Hei^  it  publilhcd  (i\9u(hly)  imxllKI)'  by  Ute  Iadli  Colle|e  Stadenl 
Society  tnd  ii  pfinled  by  WcUer  Publithio^  Compisy  Lri.  Vbc  opaiioa] 
exprciied  ticnin  arc  HUibutkble  only  to  iheir  tu;hon.  Vmen  to  litc  odiior  thould 
be  utdrettciJ  to  Hie  Eiluor.  Innil  CoDctc,2  Sturex  Ave-.  Toronto.  Oiu.  Ni5S 
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Tlx  lull  HiruM  lui  u  opea  luun 
pa&cjr.  Ixam  aixi  be  ufiK^  >a4  owit  la 
fmi  ot  Main,  wdii.  hUi.  tmnwftwKe  w 
juu  (ilaill  dumb  CMlnl.  OpUUMi 
oprimd  in  Ittun,  Uke  all  tutamutau 
m  lUibuu)))*  only  to  Uku  kiukoft;  so 
U»bilily  u  U«iic4  lo  the  Inois  HenUL  tltt 
Ituiii  CoUcge  Studest  Society  or  ta  ibe 
[NbHiJw.  b  Iks,  tlx  ofHitiau  upnaaul  ia 
ibii  iM»ip4p«f  ire  ■tuihiublc  la 
■bwinteiy  nobody. 


Hot  Mustard  or 
Honey  Garlic 

Dot  Editor: 

It  seems  fluing  ihat  I,  as  last  year's 
forgoilen  editor,  greet  you,  this 
year's  hot  young  talent,  at  the 
beginning  of  your  reign,  and  offer 
you  all  the  advKc  thai  Ihave  bundled 
up  in  old  shopping  bags  and  carried 
around  with  me  daily,  while  you 
were  galavanting  (probably  half,  if 
not  thifcc-<]uancrs  nude)  on  various 
cotes  de  Francais.  For  instance,  my 
first  sentence  above  is  really 
unnecessarily  lengthy  and  could,  if  1 
wasn't  such  a  lazy  writer,  be  cut 
down  to  size  in  smaller,  tastier 
portions.  1  recommend  the 
McNu^gct  style  of  prose  for  a 
professional  in  your  new  and  lofty 
position  --  carefully  measured 
sentences  of  perfectly  proportioned 
morsels  designed  to  look  like 
naturally  occurring  literary 
phenomena.  Your  punctuation  will 
serve  the  same  purpose  as  the 
honey-garlic  or  hot  mustard  dipping 
sauces  —  it  will  accompany  and 
complement  your  prose,  highlight 
certain  delicious  areas,  but  never, 
never  overpower  the  essential 
ingredients  of  your  ideas.  More 
advice;  you  probably  should  not 
labour  an  analogy  as  far  and  long  as 
I  have.  Learn  to  recognize  the 
momeiH  when  your  rhetoric  becomes 
unwieldy  and  begins  to  crush  the  life 
out  of  your  written  page. 


Okay  -  enough  writing  workshop 
-  rm  sure  you  don't  really  need  any 
advice  in  tnk  area.  What  you  shouU 
know,  however,  is  this:  Never, 
never  attempt  to  do  the  really 
difficult,  imaginative,  suenuous, 
demanding  job  of  laying  out  the  holy 
pages  of  the  Herald  without  a 
suivemely  gluuenous  supply  of  food 
&  drink  on  hand.  What  kind  of 
food,  you  ask?  I  recommend 
something  heavy,  greasy  and 
take-out,  preferably  with  hot  peppers 
and/or  aiKhovics.  Then,  to  really  set 
the  stomach  juices  flowing,  you 
must  add  an  alcoholic,  carbonauxJ 
liquid  supplement  containing 
blood-enriching  yeast  and 
protein-rich  hops.  I  teive  it  to  you 
to  Tigure  out  how  and  where  to 


i^ealive  geniuses  and  pretentious 
Bit-fucks  ~  yoa  must  teani  how  to 
handle  people  in  a  fair,  diplomatic 
manner.  I  have  teanied  that  one,  and 
one  method  only,  works  in  equal 
measure  with  contributors  from  all 


What  Up? 


obtain  such  an  item  (or  twenty  four 
of  them).  One  hint:  You  do  not 
need  a  prescription,  altho  you  may 
occasionally  feel  the  need  to  be 
doctor-supervised  during  (or  more 
likely  after)  heavy  ingestion. 

There's  only  one  more  thing  left  to 
say,  and  for  this  I  need  to  be  serious 
for  a  moment.  You  must  learn  -  as 
the  leader  of  a  diverse  group  of 
intellectuals,  political  activists. 


walks  of  life  -  get  mean.  Crack  the 
whip.  Bounce  bodies.  Pull  out 
teeth  and  hang  them  around  the 
ofHce  as  trophies.  Command 
attention  through  pain  and 
punishment,  baby,  and  youll  get  the 
reflect  you  deserve.  I  learned  this 
the  hard  way,  for  believe  it  or  not  I 
was  once  (though  will  never  be 
again)  nice  to  those  cock-a-roach 
underlings  who  scurried  about 
assisting  with  the  paper.  What 
happened  as  a  result  of  my 
sweetness-and-lighi  routine? 
Nothing.  Everybody  smiled  a  lot 
and  asked  after  my  relatives 
regularly,  but  otherwise 
accomplished  zip.  These  arc  the 
same  people  who  subsequently 
learned  to  happily  type  their  articles 
into  the  Mac  with  Uieir  tongues  while 
foot-massaging  ray  aching, 
bccr-lifting  shoulders. 

Oh  my!  Nuff  said,  I  think  you 
understand  whence  1  am  arriving 
toward  you.  I  have  nothing  else  to 
say  but  good  luck,  work  hard  and 
drop  as  many  courses  as  necessary 
to  make  the  Herald  the  centre  of 
your  life.  Forget  friends  and  family, 
dump  all  boyfriends  immediately  - 
the  paper  is  your  lover  now.  Treat  it 
right,  and  it  will  love  you  for  ot  least 
a  little  while.  Then,  of  course,  you 
will  be  left  where  I  am  -  alone, 
bitter,  drunk  and  201bs  overweight 
with  digestive  tract  damage.  But  it 
was  worth  it.  My  teign  wa.^ 
supreme  and  all-encompassing. 
May  the  force  be  with  you  loo. 

Yours  internally, 

Karen  Sumner 
worn-out  ex-ediior  has-been. 


Dcaredi^iersoa: 

What  the  fiick?  1  walked  into  binis 
a  while  back  and  there  was  no  Demi 
playing,  the  Pit  was  empty.  Blitz  had 
cut  his  mohawk  off  (again),  Jenny 
smiled  at  me,  no-one  else  was 
around,  I  couldnl  score,  the  place 
was  empty  (did  1  say  that  aheady?), 
the  only  graffiti  in  the  washroom 
was  racist  crap  (appropriate  place  for 
it,  I  pess),  the  pub  closed  at  4:30, 1 
didn  t  see  anyone  wearing  black  and 
chainsmoking  (m  wearing  tiedycs 
and  smiling  alot),  there  were  no 
oh-so-lofty  discussions  of  Kant  or 
Sartre  or  any  other  pretentious 


boring  dead  people,  no-one  was 
playing  euchre,  etc,  so  1  freaked  out 
but  no-one  cared,  so  I  went  to  the 
washroom,  slit  my  wrists,  wrote 
pood  pafliii  (you  know,  like  'Back 
in  five  minutes  -  Godot", 
remember?)  with  the  blood,  still  had 
some  left  so  Tm  writing  this  with  the 
rest,  and  when  I'm  done  ril  just  slip 
gracelessly  into  the  toilet  and  drown, 
so  if  someone  could  come  down  and 
flush  me  I'd  really  appreciate  it, 
since  I've  always  liked  SAC 
members,  and  you  just  know  they 
live  in  sewers,  right,  so  it's  been 
fun,  but  I  can't  really  chat  much 
more  cause  my  veins  are  almost 
empty,  bye,  Innls  was  six  of  the  best 
years  of  my  life...  (gurgle) 

Anonymous 


TO  Nancy  Friedland,  Innis  Herald,  for  the  Herald: 

A  warm  welcome/welcome  back  to  all  new  and  returning  students: 
If  you're  new,  my  guess  is  that  someone's  already  urged  you  to  "get 
involved".  Whoever  said  it,  they're  right!  The  college  offers  a  rich  array 
of  activities  to  make  your  studies  at  the  U  of  T  more  rewarding  and 
enjoyable.  Just  join  in!  And  if  you're  a  old-timer  returning,  don't  forget 
that  academic  success  can  be  enhanced  through  participation  in  College 
activities. 


Yes,  You  Are 

by  blitz 

yes,  you  aie  beautiful 

but  for  now  I  would  rather 
smell  you,  feel  you,  taste  you, 
hear  you 

so  that  all  of  me  may 
share  in  the  beauty 

that  social 
custom  and  my  eyes 

have  guarded 
so  well. 


Nine  Months 

by  blitz 


if,  nine  months  ago,  you  and  I  had 
met  -  exchanged  first  looks,  then 
words  -  touched,  casually  al  first  - 
found  ourselves  drinking  on  your 
front  porch  as  the  sun  rose  - 
kissed  ■  laid  ourselves  down  among 
tangled  sheets  as  your 
housemates  left  for  wo.-k,  you 
around  me  and  me  inside  you 

then 

tonight  1  could  be  greeting  our 
(toighicr  as  she  prepares  to  enter 
fliis  world 

with  a  loving  kiss 
between  the  walls  of 
your  thighs 


Scientists 

by  blitz 

Cunnilingus 

Fellaiio 

Imercourse 


if  the  language  truly  does  determine 
the  atiiuutes. 

then  must  we  see 
ourselves  while 

fucking  as  scientists, 
with  condoms  for 
lab  coals? 


Translation 

by  blitz 

it's  not  an  always  thing 

sometimes  I  lose  now,  am  then  or  later 
sometimes  I  lose  us,  am  me  or  you 

(both  insufficient 
in  this  case) 

but  sometimes  I  slay  true 

and  through  no  touch  of  yours  nonetheless 

move  with  you 

feel  through  you 

yet  iranslise  that  feeling  into  the 

language  of  wy  body 

(so  much  coarser  than  yours) 
I  dnnk  of  your  life  and  n'sUze  that  it 

beyond  you 

h  much  like  mine  beyond  me 
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Guy  with  Long  Hair  and  Glasses 
Gives  Good  Service 


Mike  KlinoHsU 
V.P  Services 
ICSS 

Hey.  how's  It  going?  As  you  may 
have  surmised,  there  is  an 
organiiuiion  whose  specific  purpose 
is  to  open  the  ofTicc  by  the  pit  to 
allow  siu<tcnls  a  place  to  nap,  malce 
free  phone  calls  (no  quarter, 
remember  to  dial  9)  or  gain  respite 
from  ijic  wild  maelstrom  of  cucnrc. 
These  privileged  people  with  keys 
arc  commonly  referred  to  as  the 
officers  of  the  ICSS,  or  Innis 
College  Student  Society.  We'd  like 
to  think  we  have  a  purpose,  however 
our  true  raison  d'etre  is  as  yel 
undetermined,  so,  if  you  can 
conceive  of  anything  we  can 
possibly  do  to  improve  the  standard 
of  scholastic  living  aroimd  here,  tell 
us.  Better  yet  come  to  an  ICSS 
meeting  (or  a  few). 

Every  single  person  enrolled  ai 
Innis  is  a  member  of  the  ICSS,  so 
come  to  the  meetings  and  have  your 
say!!  You'll  probably  be  able  to 
Tigure  out  who  we  are  within  a 
couple  of  days,  but  if  not,  ask  your 
oricniiu  on  leader  (or  someone  else). 
Don't  worry,  we're  not  stuffy  (at 


least  I'm  not),  so  bug  us,  bother  us, 
ask  us  for  favors,  advice,  directions 
—  anything  (within  the  bounds  of 
possibility  and  morality).  Just  as  an 
aside,  if  you  go  downstairs,  you'll 
notice  lockers  on  the  way  to  the 
washrooms.  These  are  all  available 
for  rent:  only  $5  for  the  whole  year. 
(Locks  are  for  sale  also.)  So  decide 
which  locker  you  want,  come  and 
tell  me.  and  give  me  your  money  -- 
then  it's  yours  for  the  year.  For  the 
sake  of  case,  I'm  the  guy  with  the 
long  brown  hair  and  round  glasses. 

Clubs  Clubs  Clubs 

The  ICSS  is  Innis's  student 
council  that  supports  all  student  tun 
organizations  and  events  witliin  the 
college.  This  includes  such  things  as 
aihlcuc  teams,  social  clubs,  academic 
unions,  pubs,  and  even  dances.  The 
office  of  the  ICSS  is  locou^  in  room 
1 16  beside  the  main  entrance  to  the 
college  on  St.  George  Street.  As 
there  are  always  new  activities  and 
projects  being  planned,  tlie  ICSS 
welcomes  tlie  participation  of  any 
student  who  wishes  to  become 
involved  in  this  aspect  of  campus 
life. 

BccUons  for  the  new  executive  are 
customarily  held  in  the  spring  of 
each  school  year. 


ICSS  Executive  Positions  and  Representatives 
for  1991  -  1992 

President  MclissaVoung 

Vice  President  Oovcmmcnt  Noah  Bcriovc 

Vice  President  Services  Mike  Klinowski  - 

Treasurer    Ramin  Kawch 

Educational  Commissioner-^  Sean  Malty 

Social  Coottlinaior  Alexandra  Thomson 

Qubs  OfTiccT  Daru'cl  Roehtnan 

SAC  Rcprcscnlaiivc  Philip  Howard 

SAC  Representative   Sandy  Oh 

Men's  Athletic  Director  Jason  Helfcnbaum 

Women's  Athletic  Direct  Pcrsefoiii  Vavlckis 

Co-Ed  Athletic  Director  Andrew  Mclim 

Director  of  Oricnuuion  Sandy  Oh 


ICSS  sponsored 
Activities 

ATHl-ETICS 
Men's  Women's 


Rugby 

Hockey 

Soccer 

Volleyball 

Basketball 

Waicrnolo 

Squash 

Tennis 

Co-Ed 


Soccer 
Touch  Foolball 
Volleyball 
Basketball 
Waicrpolo 
Squash 
Tennis 


Inncnubc  Waicrpolo 
Basketball 
VollcybQil 
Waicrpolo 

Clubs  and  Organiyaujits 

Innis  Rim  Society 

Innis  Herald  Newspaper 

Cinema  Studies  Students'  Union 

Eviroiuncnial  Studies  Students'  Group 

SCAT  (ImUs  Magazine) 

Innis  Take  A  Tnp  Gub 

Innis  Role  Playing  StKiciy 


INNISIAJ 


IT'LL  BE 
DYNAMITE 


Monday  Tuesday 


Wedneday 


SEPT.  9th 
DAY 

INNIS 
vs 

TRINITY 


SEPT.  10  tb 


NIGHT 
All  NIGHT 
FILM  FEST 


SEPT.  4tb 

DAY 

Registration 
Campus  Tours 
Barbecue 
Games 
Shine-O-Rama 

NIGHT 

Scavenger  Hunt 


SEPT.  11  tb 
DAY 

Co/)  no!) 

CLASSES 
BEGIN 

NIGHT 

BLUE  JAYS 
GAME 


Want  To  Help  Govt 
Then  Get  lavo 


I  Politically  I 

Join  the  University's  only 

Innis  CoUej 

Only  at  Innis  are  students  at 

-O 

Become  active  in  U  of  T's 

I.  c. 

The  Innis  College 

Positions  Available  foi 

Hnquire  at  Room  116 
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!,aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa.aaa; 

ION  '91!! 


Thursday 

Friday 

Saturday 

SEPT.  Stb 

DAY 

trip  to 
CENTRE 
ISLAND 

NIGHT 
Karaoke  Pub 

SEPT.  6tb 
DAY 

SAC 
CARNIVAL 

NIGHT 

Concert 
leave  for  farm 

SEPT.  7tb  \ 

DAY 
& 

NIGHT 

HART 
HOUSE 
FARM 

SEPT.  12tb 

SEPT.  13tb 

SEPT.  14tb 

DAY 

DAY 

DAY 

CLASSES 

CLASSES 

REST 
& 

RELAXATION 

NIGHT 

HART  HOUSE 

DINNER 
Rowers  Party 

NIGHT 

BOWLING 

a. 

POOL 

NIGHT 

PARTY!! 

Innisiation 


Fun  Fun  Fun 


'ern  Inn  is  College? 
olved.  Become: 


r 


nn- Correct! 


Y  PARITY  governing  body: 

ge  Council. 

ifld  staff  reprtseated  equally. 

R- 


's  coolest  student  couacil: 


t  Students  Society. 


r  First  Year  Students. 

\6  or  call  978-7368. 


Sandy  Oh 

Director  of  Orientation 
ICSS 

The  ICSS  Orientation  progiam  for 
1991  offers  a  wide  array  of 
activliies,  designed  to  malcc  tlic 
incoming  students'  integration  into 
the  university  community,  both  easy 
and  friendly.  The  idea  txhind  this 
year's  expanded  oricmalion,  is  to 
inuoduce  the  students  to  as  many 
diverse  and  challenging  opporuniiies 
as  possible.  In  this  way  the  student 
may  iK  able  to  experience  and  grow 
accustomed  to  the  unique  campus 
lifestyle.  With  a  wealth  of  new 
aciiviljes  and  events  planned,  I  hope 
this  year's  orientation  will  provide  a 
valuable  learning  experience  for  all 
those  involved.  But  while  the 
enlenainmenl  aspect  has  always  been 
a  mainstay,  this  year's  program 
reflects  a  shift  in  emphasis  towards 
providing  more  information  about 
various  academic  and  social 
concerns.  In  ihe  end,  the  ultimate 
poal  of  any  c^ieniatian  ixi}gram  is  lo 
mtroduce  the  students  to  a  new 
community  where  ihey  are  free  to 
explore  the  possibilities  of  a  higher 
education.  My  lhanlts  lo  all  those 
who  helped  make  the  innovative 
program  a  reality.  Enjoy! 


Jason  Helfenbauin 
IVten's  Athletics 
ICSS 

Yes.  school  has  begun  yet  again 
and  with  ii  comes  Chemistry, 
English,  Siais,  Economics.  Psych, 
or  whaujvcr  your  major  may  be. 
Classes  havn'i  even  begun  yet  and 
already  you're  probably  dreading 
your  first  readings  and  assignments. 
So  how  about  adding  to  your  already 
busy  schedule?  What?  Am  I  serious? 
You  bet.  Break  up  the  har.'Ui  week 
by  playing  on  an  Innis  intramural 
team.  Take  time  out  after  a  lie  down 
(and  a  snooze)  in  your  last  tedious 
Icaure  to  do  a  layup  for  Innis  on  our 
basketball  team,  or  play  rugby  (the 
casually  list  is  still  quite  Tow),  or 
soccer,  or  hockey,  or  fooiball,  or 
Softball.  Not  your  sport.  Okay,  then 
how  about  an  uliimaic  tournament, 
or  co-ed  innertube  walerpolo?  Yes 
this  ininunural  sport  docs  exist,  and 
it  is  funi  We  have  more  intramural 
sports  than  you  have  reasons  not  to 
play,  and  if  there's  a  game  that  we 
don't  have  lhal  you  want,  let  me 
know  and  I'll  see  what  I  can 
arrange.  So  you  say  you're  not  the 
athletic  lype.well,  we  aren't  really 
looking  for  athletes  anyway.  We're 
looking  for  people  who  like  to  have 
fun. 

I  hope  to  see  many  of  you  on  the 
field,  on  the  court  or  in  the  water. 
Sign  up  sheets  for  events  should  be 
up  soon,  and  if  you  have  any 
questions  don't  hesitate  to  ask  me. 


AMP  lAtWA'^J 

WHEN  ^ov  iffy 
^fc-Mt  AMD  SArt> 
ALor 


Amnesty  International 


What  is 
International? 


Amnesty 


I.  is  now  a  worldwide  human 
glttS^ -organization  working 


rights 

independently  of  any  govemmcnl, 
political  grouping,  ideology, 
economic  it  •erest  or  religious  creed 


Getting  Involved 

If  you  want  lo  join  our  group  or 
obtain  more  information  about 
Amnesty  Inicmational,  please 
coniin  our  office  at: 

Innis  College  Room  210, 
2  Sussex  Ave. 
Toronto,  M5S-U5 

Feci  free  to  drop  by  and  if  there  is 
nobody  in  the  office,  notice  of 
events  will  be  posted  on  the  bulleiin 
board  beside  our  door.  Our 
answering  machiiw  also  provides 
information  and  up-to-date 
announcements  about  meetings  and 
events.  Our  number  is: 

978-7434 


It  now  has  more  than  1,000,000 
members  in  over  150  counties  and 
more  than  4000  voluniecr  groups 
worldwide.  A.I.  won  the  Nobel 
Peace  Prize  in  1977  and  Ihc  United 
Nations  Human  Right's  IMze  in 
1978. 

What  is  Group  83? 

Group  83  is  one  of  about  fificcn 
Aituicsly  Iniemalional  (A.I.)  groups 
in  the  Tor  onto  area.  It  is  entirely  run 
by  U.  of  T.  students,  and  is  finiiced 
ihrough  our  own  fundmsing  efforts. 

Most  colleges  and  faculties  nin 
letter-wriiing  groups  at  various  times 
during  the  week. 

Group  83 

University  of  Toronto 

TMs  y«ar,  imroducBty  meetings  wiO 
bthcid: 

Tuesday.  Scpiembcr  10th,  at  noon, 
rm.  209,  linis  College. 
Wednesd;iy.  Sept.  llih,  ai  noon, 
rm,  23?,  innis  College. 
Thursday,  Sept.  12ih,  at  4;30pm, 
rm.  232,  Innis  College. 


\AAAAAA7VAAAVI/V\AAAA.A/\A: 


AyV\/VS/VW^  ARTI 7VVVVWVVV 


A  Story 


I'm  noi  pulling  my  name  on  this 
siory  because  I  don'i  want  a  bunch 
of  people  coming  up  lo  me  and 
saying,  "Oh.  You're  ihc  one.  I'm  so 
sorry."  I'm  not  wriling  ihis  for 
sympathy.  I'm  wriling  it  because  I 
have  10. 

*  «  •  *  • 

1991.  A  baron  Bloor 

"Do  you  warn  another  bcci?" 

"Blue  please."  I  say. 

This  guy  who's  sluing  beside  me 
smiles.  He's  really  cuic.  It's  loo  bad 
I  didn't  gel  lo  know  him  in 
highschool.  We  are  trying  to  talk  to 
each  oihcr  but  the  music  is  loo  loud. 

"Do  you  want  lo  go  outside?" 

"Okay."  I  say. 

It's  quiet  outside  but  my  con  are 
ringing.  Partly  from  Ihc  music  and 
partly  from  the  low  buzzing  sound 
you  always  get  when  you'ro  drunk, 
we're  having  one  of  those 
conversations  you  have  with 
someone  you  barely  know.  So  you 
talk  about  absolutely  anything 
because  you  don'i  know  Uic  person 
well  enough  to  be  silenl. 

"So.  How  many  brothers  and 
sisters  do  you  have?" 

I  hesitate  and  then  say,  "Only  one 
sister."  He  siarts  talking  about  his 
family  or  something  but  I'm  no 
longer  listening.  I'm  thinking  back. 
I'm  thinking  about  my  family. 

1977 

Tlie  front  door  opens.  Excitedly  I 
run  downstairs.  I've  been  wailing 
for  him  to  come  and  play  all  day. 

"There's  my  lilllc  girl.  Come  here 
shonic."  My  brother  runs  towards 
me  and  I  squeal  with  delight  as  he 
picks  mo  up  and  losses  me  m  the  air. 

"Careful."  my  mom  says,  "she's 
not  a  loy." 

"Mom.  Relax.  "  Carrying  me  on 
his  shoulders  wc  walk  to  the  kitchen 
for  dinner. 


1991 

"Do  you  want  lo  go  back  inside?" 

"What?  Oh.  Va.  Sure,  Whalcver," 

Wc  go  back  into  the  smoke  filled 
room.  I  instantly  snap  back  lo 
reality. 

"Let's  grab  another  beer." 

"Okav."  I  say. 

As  I  walk  by  some  friends  they 
smile  and  one  of  them  whispers 
"nice  catch"  in  my  car.  I  laugh  and 
keep  going. 

'So.  Where  do  you  go  to  school?" 
I  ask.  We  are  now  seated  st  the  bar. 

"York." 

"What  arc  you  taking?" 
"Film." 

"Oh.  I  know  someone  who  was  in 
thai  program.  But  that  was  a  long 
time  ago." 

April  10, 1978 
The  phone  was  ringing.  Half 
asleep  she  reaches  for  it. 
"Hello?" 
"Mom?" 

"Hi  darling.  You  shouldn't  be 
calling  so  late,  the  nurses  will  get 
angry." 

"Sorry.  I  wanted  to  talk  lo  you. 
How  arc  you  feeling?" 

"FmcTnc  doctors  say  1  can  leave 
lommorow.  There's  really  nothing  lo 
worry  about  it  was  a  minor 
procedure.  How's  your  movie 
going?" 

"Its  finished.  That's  why  I'm 
calling.  I'm  done  Mom.  I'm  Tmally 
finished  university.  I'm  free." 

"I'm  so  proud  of  you.  We'll  have 
to  lake  you  out  for  dinner.  And 
Sharon." 

"I'm  so  happy.  Do  you 
understand,  I  can  finally  gel  started 
with  my  life!" 

"Your  father  and  I  were  talking. 
You  know,  now  that  you're  done  we 
were  thinking  it  would  be  a  good 
time  lo  siaii  planning  your 
wedding." 

"Okay.  Sharon  and  Til  lalk  aboui 
selling  a  date." 

"Anyway  swcclhcan,  I'm  going  lo 
sleep  now.  I'm  very  tired." 


"No  wait,  I  wanted  to  come  sec 
you." 

"Now?  No,  you  can't.  Visiting 
hours  arc  over  and  besides  I  II  be 
home  lommorow." 

"I  really  wanted  to  come  now.  I'm 
so  happy.  I  have  to  sec  you." 

"Don't  be  silly,"  she  laughs.'I'll 
see  you  lommorow."  Go  home. 
Your  father's  probably  wailing  up 
for  you." 

"Okay.  I  love  you  Mom." 

"Me  too.  Pm  really  proud  of  you." 

1991 
"...it  was  greai." 
"What?" 

"I  said  Goodfellas  was  a  great 
movie.  Have  you  seen  it?" 

"Oh  yeah.  It  was  good." 

"1  have  to  lake  a  leak,  I'll  be  back 
in  a  minute. 

A  few  minutes  pass. 

"I  saw  Pete  in  the  can.  He  wants  to 
know  if  you  want  to  do  a  few  shots 
wiih  some  of  our  old  highschool 
buddies.  You  know  for  old  limes 
sake." 

"Sure.  What  tunc  is  it  now?" 
"12:30.  Almost  last  call  -  we  bciicr 
hurry." 

"1  should  call  my  parcnis  or 
they're  going  to  worry." 

April  II.  1978 

He  puts  on  the  light  and  checks  the 
lime.  3:30  a.m.  Where  can  he  be? 
It's  not  like  him  to  be  this  late.  So 
iiTCsponsible.  He  could  have  at  least 
called.  The  doorbell  rings. 
Nervously,  he  gets  out  of  bed  and 
puts  on  his  robe.  He  can  sec  ihe 
lights  of  a  police  car  through  his 
bedroom  window.  His  heart 
pounds.  When  the  police  show  up  at 
at  your  door,  and  your  son  isn'i 
home  yet,  you  know  ii  can't  be  good 
news.  He  opens  ihe  doov  and  two 
policemen  loom  before  him. 

"Mr.  Stnilh?"  >  . 

"Please.  Just  It  11  me  if  hc  s  alive  or 
not." 


1991 

"Come  on." 
"What?" 

"I  said  come  on,  ihc/re  waiting. 
You're  really  out  of  it  toniglii." 
"Sorry." 

"What  arc  wc  dnnking  lo?" 

"To  many  mote  nighls  like  this.' 

Everyone  shouts  with  approval 
and  downs  their  Tequila. 

"ntai  was  gross,"  my  companion 
eiclaims  and  burps  loudly.  We  all 
laugh. 

"So  where  to  now?"  asks  the  guy 
in  the  UWO  swcaishin. 

"Lisa's  parcnis  are  out  of  lown. 
We  can  all  go  ihwc.  Hey,  Steve  Ici  s 
lake  your  jeep  so  we  can  all  fit  in." 

"Are  you  kidding?"  I  say.  "Sieve's 
hammered." 

"I  am  not." 

"How  many  have  you  had? 
Exactly." 

"I  don't  know.  A  few.  I'm  fine. 
Really." 

"Well  I'm  not  getting  inio  your 
car." 

"What's  your  problem?  If  he  says 
he's  fine  he's  fine." 

"Look.  Just  relax.  Fm  not  falling 
over  or  slurring  or  anything." 

"So  -  neither  am  I  •  but  ihai 
doesn't  mean  I'm  not  dnmk,"  I  say. 

"Look,  will  you  lighten  up!" 

April  11,  1978 
10:00  ajn. 

I  gel  out  of  bed  confused.  How 
come  no  one  came  to  wake  me  for 
school?  Oh  good,  I  ihink,  maybe  it  s 
Saturday  or  maybe  il"s  a  PD  day. 
Rubbing  my  eyes  1  walk  inio  my 
slsier"s  room.  She  Is  listening  to  the 
radio  and  crying.  Some  cousins  and 
family  friends  encircle  her. 

"Why  is  everyone  here?  SVhars 
wrong?"  I  ask  bewildered. 

Unable  lo  speak  from  crying  so 
hard  my  sister  changes  the  slation. 

"Listen."  she  says  and  lums  up  ihe 
volume. 

...on  a  sadder  note,  there  was  a  hii 
and  rtin  accidem  lasi  night  near  ihe 
cajnpus  of  York  Univcrsily.  The 


I  am  not  a  Man  .A  /\  /\/\/\7^. A/\/\7^ 


Hello.  Welcome  back  from  your 
no-doubt  lovely  summer  break.  I 
have  an  announccmenl  lo  make. 

First,  however,  Td  like  lo  do  a  bit 
of  prcparaiion.  Were  you  lo  sec  me 
naked  you  would  nolice  things  like 
my  Adam's  apple,  the  scraggly  hair 
on  my  chesi  and  my  penis  and  call 
me  a  man.  You  would  however  be 
wrong,  for  1  have  resigned  my 
manhood.  Although  Indlsspuicdly  a 
male  of  the  species  Homosapicns  (so 
called),  I  am  not  a  man.  A  "man" 
(except  when  used  as  a  general  term 
for  ""person",  as  was  in  the  Bad  Old 
Days)  has  a  certain  set  of 
characteristics,  primarily  In  our 
.society  being  thai  he  is  nal  a  wotnaa 
wiih  all  that  we  think  thai  implies.  I 
do  not  wish  to  define  myself  in  the 
negative,  nor  do  I  wish  others  to 
define  me  ihusly.  In  fact,  Td  raihcr 
noi  be  defined  Inio  a  class  that 
includes  several  billion  olher  people, 
mosi  of  whom  1  have  very  Imle  in 
common  wiih.  Yes,  by  ihe  way.  I  do 
enjoy  having  sex  wiih  female 
members  of  the  Homosapicns:  so  do 
many  female  people.  Yes,  I  am 
somewhat  louder  and  more 
aggressive  than  most  female  people: 
this  Is  partly  cultural  condiiloning, 
which  was  neilher  my  fault  nor  my 
vinuc  and  which  1  am  struggling  to 
become  aware  and  In  control  of  there 
arc  also  ihe  coasiderailons  thai  a)  I 
am  louder  and  more  aggressive  ihiin 
many  male  people  and  b)  there  are 
many  female  pciipic  who  are  loudci 
and  more  agrcssivc  dian  myself. 

Simply  pul.  1  find  the  categories  of 
"'man"  and  "woman"  (like  ihc 
categories  of  "while"". "black  "  imj 

"yellow",  cic.)  boih  cocuuianing  and 
divisive  1  am  a  complex  composlic 


of  Goddess,  genetics  and 
twenty-three  years  of  unique 
experience  (as  In  every  olher 
iwenty-ihree  year  old)  and  reseni 
anyone  who  uries  lo  lump  me,  or 
parts  of  mc.  for  good  or  for  bad,  in  a 
category  so  vague  that  forly-nioe 
percent  of  the  species  can  fit  Into  it.  I 
consider  this  an  insult.  I  consider  ii  a 
funher  insult  to  have  the  gall  lo  lump 
me  in  this  category  for  the  basic 
reason  that  I  have  a  penis.  I  also 
consider  it  evidence  of  a  profound 
lack  of  thought. 

IwiU  not  deny  that  the  society  wc 
inhabit  has  tried  throughout  my  life 
to  brainwash  me  into  taking  on 
certain  slereolypically  "manly" 
cbaracieristlcs  (such  as  the 
previously  mentioned  loudness  and 
aggressiveness).  I  will  also  not  deny 
thai  some  of  ihis  brainwashing  has 
lakcn  hold  of  mc.  However,  lo  use 
this  as  an  excuse  for  calling  mc  a 
"man"  is  to  ignore  two  other  salient 
facts.  One,  the  facl  lhat  no  mailer 
how  much  brainwashing  is  done  lo 
me  I  remain  first  of  all  a  person. 
Two.  the  assumption  in  the  term 
"man"  that  I  am  cornplcielv 
brainwasJicd,  whereas  In  reality  ihe 
degrees  of  washing  vary,  and 
wiihoui  gelling  to  know  me  really 
well,  the  precise  degree  (and  thus  the 
accuracy  of  ihc  icrm  "man",  which 
can  obviously  never  be  one  hundred 
[icrccni,  i.e.  completely  acciuate)  is 
unknown.  As  well  it  gives  the 
implication  lhai  ihc  person  applying 
itic  cpiihci  Is  somehow  an  objcaive, 
completely  unbrainuushrd  observer, 
which  is  ridiculous. 

To  sum  up,  then,  1  would  aiik  ihc 
following  of  those  I  come  into 
loniait  Willi:  Firstly,  if  sex  specific 


idcnlincaiion  is  needful  ■  i.e.  lo 
recognize  me  in  a  CTOwd  so  you  can 
know  who  to  lalk  wiih  aboul  why 
Bad  Religion  arc  gods,  call  me  a 
"male"'.  Secondly,  don"i  Insult  my 
and  your  own  intelligence  by 
assuming  characierisiics  1  may  or 
may  not  have  simply  because  1  do 
have  a  penis  (or  don't  have  a  vagina, 
as  the  case  may  be).  Aim!  if  any  of 
this  seems  reasonable  to  you,  may  I 
suggest  you  apply  It  to  yourself, 
thus  hastening  ihe  day  when  instead 
of  men  and  womyn,  we  can  all  be 
people. 


driver  was  found  a  few  hours  lau^r 
parked  in  a  diKh.  He  was  siill  asleep 
after  a  night  of  drinking. 
Unfortunately  die  twenty  two  year 
old  he  hit,  a  Jonathan  Aaron  Stniib, 
passed  away  in  the  ambulance  on  the 
way  to  the  hospiul.  Afier  being 
dragged  under  ihe  car  for  nearly  two 
kilomeires,  almost  every  bone  m  hit 
body  was  crushed.  A  snapped  spina] 
cord  was  determined  the  final  cause 
of  deaih.  He  is  survived  by  bis 
parents  and  two  younger  sisters.  The 
funeral  services  will  be  held  at..." 

"Did  you  understand?" 

"He  got  inio  a  car  accidem  but  he's 
going  to  have  an  opcraiion  and  be 
okay.  Right?" 

Silence. 

My  older  cousin  grabs  me. 
"Your  brother  is  dead.  Do  you 
hear  mc?  Your  brother  is  dead." 

1991 

"Do  you  hear  me?" 
"Whai?" 

"1  said  lighten  up.  My  house  is 
only  four  blocks  away.  Su;vc  can 
drive  iliat  far." 

Fruslraied.  I  don't  know  what  to 
say.  Whal  should  1  icU  ihem?  Should 
I  lell  ihcm  the  gore?  Should  I  tell 
ihcm  about  ihe  cloihcs  ibe  police  sent 
us  ihai  were  so  soaked  with  blood 
even  his  underwear  was  red.  Should 
I  lell  Ihcm  about  silting  in  the 
courtroom  listening  to  ihe  coroners 
report,  going  through  each  broken 
bone  one  at  a  time.  Should  I  tell 
them  aboul  ihc  wailing  I  heard  ihai 
was  so  strange  and  loud  1  though  it 
was  an  animal.  Should  I  tell  them 
thai  the  sound  came  from  my 
broUicr's  fiancee  after  they  lold  her. 
Should  1  lell  Ihcm  how  all  of  her 
dreams  were  shaiercd.  How  she 
didn'i  gel  married  until  iwelve  years 
laier.  Should  I  lell  ihcra  aboul  ihc 
years  of  depression  my  mother  and 
falher  wcnl  through.  Should  1  tcU 
Ihcm  how  ii  has  been  ihinccn  and  a 
half  years  and  noi  one  day  has  gone 
by  wiihoul  me  Ihinking  aboul  my 
broihcr.  Aboul  ihe  broihcr  I  only 
knew  uniil  ihc  age  of  six.  Aboul  the 
broihcr  1  should  have,  if  it  weren't 
for  Ihe  one  simple  aci  of  someone 
who  was  drunk  gelling  behind  ihe 
wlu^l. 

1  wish  I  could  lell  you,  ihc  person 
reading  this,  U)  read  il  and  ihen  read 
il  again.  And  ihcn  Ihink  u>  yourself 
ihai  this  is  not  an  isolated  incident 
aboul  one  persoru  life,  li's  about  my 
family  and  olher  fanulies  thai  feel  il 
every  single  day. 


/\/V\/VVV\/\ 


Other  sluff...  I'd  like  lo  lake  this 
space  10  advise  you,  at  peril  of 
missing  some  great  music,  to  check 
the  Lowest  of  iho  Low.  Dig  Circus, 
and  Bigmoulh.  as  I  see  as  ihrcc  of 
ihe  brighter  lights  on  ihe  Toronto 
club  scene.  All  ihree  arc 
unprcieniious,  fun  lo  watch,  and 
best  and  rarest  of  all  -  genuinely 
inicUi^eni  bands  who  combine 
accessibility  with  honesty.  They 
don't  sound  or  look  alike  -  bui 
they're  making  good  music  wiih  no 
bullshit.  Check  'cm  out,  and  lell 
Ihcm  1  sent  you,  so  they'll  maybe 
put  me  on  a  guestlisl  sometime. 

...and  if  you  missed  Fugazi  and/or 
Jonathan  Rlchnian,  may  1  gleefully 
inform  you  lhat  you  missed  two 
incredible  shows  and  you  should,  if 
you  care  about  music,  not  repeat  this 
misukc  should  ihey  return. 

Any  questions  or  comments 
should  be  sent  lo  the  Herald,  just  to 
let  us  know  you  exist  and  because  - 
believe  it  or  noi  -  we're  inicresicd, 
danutil.  So  wtIic.  Sccya. 
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Rebirths  and  Abortions 


Steve  Gravestock 

Alan  Parker's  The  Commilmenis, 
about  a  Dublin  R&B  outfit  with  the 
same  name,  spouts  preposterous 
blirel.  It  offers  up  rock  critic 
sociology  "  comparing  North 
Dubliners  with  American  blacks  -- 
aiKl  prcsCDis  contemporary  Dublin  as 
if  it  were  London  during  the  Blitz. 
(According  to  Parker,  Dublin  is 
populated  solely  by  kids  cavorting 
destructively  in  picturesque  ruins.) 
Almost  every  (heme  seems  cither 
false  or  way  .way  off.  However,  the 
movie  never  lakes  what  it  says 
seriously.  lis  unstated,  real  subject  is 
energy,  specifically  the  energy 
teenagers  feel  when  they're  involved 
in  something  ihey  consider 
worthwhile  (ie.  a  rock  and  roll 
band).  In  fact.  The  Commilmenis, 
probably  more  than  any  other  film 
I've  seen,  comes  closest  to  capturing 
Ihis  energy  and  ihe  energy  of  rock 
music  in  general. 

The  movie  takes  its  tone  from  the 
band's  manager,  Jimmy  Rabbitle. 
Jimmy  boasts  a  proud,  hipster 
lineage:  he  combines  Ihe  best  aspects 
of  On  the  Road's  Sal  Paradise  and 
Dean  Moriariiy,  possessing  Dean's 
energy  but  lacking  Sal's  nucrotic 
moodiness,  Sal's  rcfleciivcness 
without  Dean's  carelessness.  (You 
may  also  spot  Laurence  Harvey's 
husdcr  agent  from  Expresso  Bongo 
and  Willie  Nelson's  Doe  from 
Songwriter  in  Jimmy's  character.) 
As  the  band's  principal  mentor, 


Jimmy  improvises  theories  to  justify 
his  actions  but  he's  not  committed  to 
anything  he  says:  he's  only 
committed  to  the  high  he  gels  when 
he  picks  up  a  full  head  of  sieam. 

"Two  old  school  chums  ask  Jimmy 
to  manage  their  band.  Jimmy  agrees 
and  inuncdiately  fires  the  singer  - 
who  specializes  In  selections  from 
the  Burt  Bacharach  songbook  -  and 
places  an  ad  in  the  paper  urging 
people  with  "soul*  to  audition.  After 
weeding  through  the  Sinead 
O'Connor  and  Sting  wannabees, 
punks  and  mclalhcads,  Jimmy 
comes  up  with  a  disparate  crew. 
Included  m  ihe  Anal  line-up  are  Dcco 
CufTc  (a  lead  singer  with  a  voice  like 
Wilson  Pickett  and  the  manners  of 
Johnny  Rotten),  Joey  -  the  Lips  - 
Fagan  (a  trumpeter  of  indeieiminalo 
age  who  claims  lo  have  played  wiih 
everyone  from  Elvis  lo  Joe  Tex), 
three  vivacious  young  women 
collectively  deemed  The  Commit- 
meni-ettcs,  and  several  tossers  from 
the  neighbourhood.  The  band 
sieadily  improves  but  e^os  and  sex 
get  in  the  way  despite  Jimmy's  bcsi 
efforts.  (This  is  probably  the  only 
realistic  observation  in  The 
Commilmenis: :  both  of  my  brothers 
wereftrc  in  rock  bands  and  it  may  be 
easier  lo  carry  an  egg  in  your  back 
pocket  than  keep  a  band  together.) 

Centering  the  action  on  Jimmy's 
'efforts  10  get  and  keep  the  band 
together  is  a  canny  dramatic  move. 
As  a  result,  the  extended 
performance  sequences  have  a 


dramatic  edge  to  them.  This 
distinguishes  the  movie  from  many 
(most)  other  rock  Films  where  the 
music  is  ignored,  sub-siandard  or 
entirely  unrelated  to  the  plot.  (It 
helps  that  the  Commitincnis  only 
play  R&B  classics  so  you  always 
enjoy  hearing  Uiem.) 

Alan  Parker's  direction  is  flashy 
and  exuberant.  After  lumbering  his 
way  through  serious  social  issues 
and  cinematic  tour  de  forces  (in 
Mississippi  Burning  and  Angel 
Heart )  he  seems  to  be  incredibly 
relieved  at  not  having  to  deal  with  a 
profound  subject.  At  limes,  the 
direction  seems  a  little  loo  slick  but 
the  cast's  directness  -  they're  almost 
all  inexperienced  actors  --prevents 
this  from  becoming  a  problem. 
Parker  cast  musicians  so  that  the 
performance  scenes  would  look 
genuine  but  he  wound  up  with  an 
amazing  ensemble.  (Robcit  Arkins' 
Jimmy  stands  out  but  that  may  only 
be  due  lo  ihc  sire  of  his  role)  Then 
again,  the  slickness  may  suit  the 
subject  perfectly.  As  Elvis  once  said, 
it  doesn't  have  to  be  sponiancous,  it 
just  has  to  sound  that  way.  The 
Commilmenis  does. 

*************************** 

Bayz  in  the  Hood  has  the  kind  of 
realism  aitics  like  Roger  Ebcrt  love. 
Its  plot  comes  from  old  movies.  The 
movie  sets  virtuous  Tre  (Cuba 
Gooding,Jr.)  against  troubled, 
intelligent  DoughBoy  (Ice  Cube). 


DoughBoy,  who  is  raised  by  his 
emotional  mother,  is  dragged  under 
by  the  violence  In  his 
ncighbouihood.wh!lc  Tre,  raised  by 
his  strong  no-nonsense  father, 
escapes  it.  You  can  start  with  any 
old  Hollywood  movie  about  siblings 
with  different  temperaments,  paste 
on  some  glib  observations  about 
current  black  experience,  mix  in 
elements  of  the  Black  National 
Socialism  Spike  Lcc  developed  in 


The  TravelHng  Neurotic  /\/\/\,/\/\ 


Jenny  Friedland 

My  mother  cleverly  suggests  that  I 
label  it  excitement  but  I  prefer  lo 
think  of  il  as  a  feeling  of  impending 
doom.  Either  way,  whenever  I  am 
about  to  set  off  for  another  country  I 
am  stricken  with  panic.  The  plane 
may  crash,  the  bus  will  most 
certainly  crash,  they  will  sical  my 
passport  and  make  me  drink  Ihe  local 
water,  I  won't  be  able  lo  And  any 
toilet  paper  -ad  things  are  sure  u> 
abound.  But  the  way  I  sec  it,  life  is 
full  of  risks  and  eiU}er  you  lake  some 
of  them  or  you  resign  yourself  to  a 
life  of  dullness. 

So  this  summcf  1  went  to  Mexico. 
Before  I  wem,  however,  I  tried  lo 
lessen  some  of  the  risks  involved. 
Now,  being  a  fum  believer  that  all 
planes /nay  crash,  there  was  nothing 
1  could  do  about  the  flight  except 
avoid  booking  it  with  Dwayne's 
Planes  or  some  such  nonsense 
(although  once,  when  flying  at 
Chrisunas,  I  actually  asked  ihe  pilot 
if  he  had  remembered  to  de-ice  the 
wings).  The  way  I  saw  it,  the  plane 
would  cither  crash  or  it  wouldn  i  and 
since  I  did  want  to  get  to  Mexico.  1 
figured  1  would  take  my  chances.  I 
did  not  feel,  however,  that  1  had  lo 
lake  chances  wiih  my  health.  1 
slocked  up  on  Immodium, 
Pcpto-Bismol,  a  water  purifier  and 
malaria  pills.  Then  I  wctu  to  the  St. 
Mike's  travel  clinic  and  lei  them 
inject  what  they  would  inio  my  lush 
and  1  listened  alicniivcly  while  ihcy 
told  me  everything  1  over  wanted  U) 
know  about  dehydration  and  ihe 
evils  of  unpeelcd  fruit.  Finally,  after 
i  hi»]  recorded  the  numbers  of  all  my 
traveller's  cheques  and  made  sure 
that  t  had  put  at  least  oie  roll  of  toilet 
paper  in  at  least  twelve  different 
places,  I  wai  ready  to  go. 

Ever  the  cautious  traveller,  after  1 
had  miraculously  landed  in  Mexico 


Cily  and  they  handed  me  my  tourist 
card,  1  made  certain  lo  pui  ii  in  a  safe 
place.  After  all,  everybody  (except, 
apparently,  the  woman  1  was 
travelling  with)  knows  lhat  you 
don't  travel  in  Mexico  without  your 
lourisi  card.  But  what  I  would  call 
being  responsible,  my  companion 
preferred  to  call  neurotic,  and  my 
frequent  suggestions  that  she  put  her 
tourist  card  somewhere  safe,  or  ihai 
we  avoid  walking  down  dark  alleys 
alone  at  night,  or  lhat  maybe  il 
wasn't  a  good  idea  to  drink  the  water 
at  a  market  stand,  were  met  with 
comments  like,  "Do  you  ever  stop 
worrying?",  "Stop  acting  like  a 
child  ,  and  "Can't  you  have  fun?" 
etc.  Now  of  all  the  risks  I  had 
calculated  before  embarking  on  this 
journey,  I  had  never  factorSl  in  the 
possibility  that  a  fairly  solid 
friendship  would  be  utterly 
destroyed.  Ii  wasn't  that  I  couldn't 
have  fun,  it  was  just  that  I  knew  me 
well  enough  to  know  that  to  really 
have  fun  t  had  to  make  sure  that 
everything  was  in  order.  Il  was  not, 
for  example,  fun  when,  after 
travelling  ail  night  on  a  bus,  we  were 
Slopped  at  a  provincial  border  and 
told  lhat  we  could  not  continue 
because  my  friend  had  lost  her 
tourist  card.  A  big,  (ai  federate  wiih 
no  sense  of  humour  told  me  lhat  1 
should  go  on  while  my  friend  return 
to  get  her  new  card.  I  said  ihai  I  was 
not  aboui  to  leave  her  in  the  middle 
cf  nowhere  and  asked  how  it  was 
lhat  we  were  to  return  lo  Chetumal 
(the  closest  city  widi  an  immigraiion 
offico).  The  man  said  that  he  didn't 
care,  that  it  wasn't  his  prt^lem,  bul 
Uiat  he  would  drive  her  back  ihough 
not  me.  I  remarked  that  I  found  'im 
rather  inhumane,  he  said  that  he 
didn't  care,  ?  .g  finally  the  two  of  us 
found  oursc,  es  hitchhiking  on  a 
deserted  Mexican  highway.  Of 
course,  hitchhiking  is  a  risk  that  1 


panic  lhat  we'd  get  picked  up  and 
killed  all  because  some  govemmcni 
official  vrould  udie  only  her  and  not 
me.  I  mean,  what  exactly  did  he 
have  in  mind?  And  was  it  really  so 
neurotic  of  me  to  have  worried  about 
where  our  tourist  cards  were?  1 
suppose  that  too  much  worry,  or 
always  trying  to  anticipate  problems 
down  the  n>ad,  does,  to  some,  seem 
a  little  too  controlling  but  1  figure 
that  because  enough  bad  things 
happen  that  you  cani  control  ~  like 
plaiies  crashing  or  cars  running  you 
over  —  you  might  as  well  control 
what  you  can.  Hell,  I  even  quit 
smoking. 

And  1  don't  think  I'm  being 
neurotic  when,  to  give  another 
example,  I  dedine  an  invitation  to  go 
to  a  party  with  five  guys  I  just  met, 
where  the  only  transportation  is 
someone  else's  car,  where  I'd  be 
stuck  m  the  middle  of  nowheresville 
should  I  opt  not  to  drive  back  with 
someone  who  is  drunk,  etc.  This  I 
call  common  sense.  This  my  friend 
called  being  a  suck,  and  so  she  went 
without  me.  Now,  I  know  lhat  no 
means  no  and  all  that  but  I  also  think 
it  is  a  woman's  responsibility  to 
avoid  situations  in  which  no  inight 
be  pretty  difficult  to  believe.  And 
seeing  that  my  friend  is  blonde  and 
thin  and  quite  the  Mcxicai  etKhilada, 
her  going  to  a  parly  with  five  guys 
she  just  met  woukl  seem  to  be  one  of 
those  situations.  And.  it  turns  out, 
she  had  a  fairly  dismal  experience. 
She  was  the  only  female  at  this 
so-cal!cd/iei(a .  all  the  guys  thought 
lhat  she  was  there  for  a  good  time, 
everybody  was  really  drunk  and 
nobody  would  drive  her  home.  It 
was  apparently  quite  a  heinous 
adventure  but  ai  least  she  stopped 
teasing  me  about  being  too  neurotic. 
Of  coutsc,  she's  right.  I  am  pretty 
neurotic.  But  at  least  I'm  not  a 
bonchead.  And  /  never  got 
diarrhoea. 


Do  The  Right  Thing,  add  lackluster 
performances,  avoid  any  sense  of 
rhythm,  and  come  up  wiih  Ihe  same 
thing.  Writer-director  John  Singleton 
is  this  year's  Spike  Lee  without  any 
of  Lee's  technical  skill.  Boyz  in  the 
Hood  is  boring  and  obscenely 
patriarchal.  Tre  succeeds  because  his 
father  knows  how  to  discipline  him 
while  DoughBoy  fails  because  his 
mother  is  too  weak  and 
hysterical.Singleion  is  an  odd  mix  of 
commercialism  -  the  movie  ends 
with  happy  ending  sub-tides  for  Tre 
and  his  girlfriend  so  thai  there  aren't 
any  loose  ends  whaisoever-  and 
Spike  Lee's  brand  of  oven 
politicization  :  the  kind  of  bullshit 
lhat  sells  movies  to  liberal  critics 
desperate  to  expose  their  politically 
correct,  earnesl  genitalia.  Larry 
Fishburne  does  some  good  work  as 
Tre's  father  and  Ice  Cube  labours 
mightily  10  give  his  character  some 
depth.  However,  the  movie  betrays 
boUi  of  them.  Fishburne  is  given 
abhorcnt  political  speeches  while 
Singleton  never  lets  Ice  Cube 
develop  anything.  The  key  10 
inierprciing  the  movie  is  in  the 
sub-tides  and  a  gratuitous  sex  scene. 
Singleton  won't  let  the  audience 
interpret  anything  for  themselves  and 
he's  the  kind  of  artist  who  - 
assuming  we  can't  focus  on 
anything  for  an  extended  period  of 
lime  wilhoul  some  pornographic 
gratification—  isn't  afraid  to  flash  us 
a  UtUe  til  to  keep  us  alert 
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Sometimes  first-time  writer-direc- 
tors are  their  own  worst  enemies. 
Too  close  to  their  scripts  to 
rKOgnize  what's  amiss  and  probably 
too  inexperienced  or  uncertain  as 
directors  to  compensate  for  the 
script's  flaws,  they  let  good  projects 
slip  down  the  drain  -  or  more 
commonly  half-way  down. 
Reflecting  Skin  ,  the  directorial 
debut  by  the  youn^j  Englishman 
Philip  Ridley,  provides  a  perfect 
exantple  of  tms  phenomenon. 

Reflecting  Skin  has  a  promising, 
rich  sct-up.Ninc-ycar  old  Seth  Dove 
is  a  little  hellion  who  cruelly  hassles 
his  widowed  neighbour,  an 
Englishwoman  named  Dolphin  Blue. 
His  opening  sortie  at  her  involves 
exploding  an  inflated  bullfrog  in  her 
face  so  that  she's  coated  with  lis 
blood.  Scth's  crazed  mother 
viciously  abuses  him  and  his  father 
is  weak  and  inelfectual.  His  brother 
Luke  doesn't  have  lime  for  him  and 
may  be  altracicd  lo  Dolphin.  When 
people  start  turning  up  dead  -  the 
first  viciim  is  one  of  Scih's 
playmates  -  Seth  decides  that 
Dolphin's  a  vampire.  (He's  been 
reading  his  father's  pulp  novels.) 

The  ideas  aicn't  original.  The 
movie's  themes  -  how  children 
iiagically  misinierpret  events,  their 


psycho-sexual  tensions,  their 
capacity  for  cruelly,  and  adults' 
inabilily  to  respond  to  children- 
crop  up  in  countless  works.  (They 
range  from  Hemingway's  A  Day  s 
Wan  to  Lawrence's  Rocting  Horse 
Winner  to  James's  Whal  Maljle 
Knew  and  Peanuts.  )  However. 
Ihe  ideas  are  strong  enough 
dramatically  lo  w<»k  and  they  seem 
drawn  from  observation  rather  lhan 
specific  works.  Reflecting  Skin 
doesn't  suffer  from  the  pervasive 
post-modcmlst:  sclf-rellcive  allu- 
sionilis. 

Unfortunately,  at  this  point  in  his 
career,  Ridley  is  aclumsy  crafismaa 
At  best,  his  dialogue's  functional;  at 
worst,  wooden.  He's  not  much 
beticr  with  die  performers  most  of 
whom  come  across  as  petrified  or 
lost  though  Jeremy  Cooper,  the 
young  actor  who  plays  Seth,  tries 
and  is  physically  suited  to  the  role. 
(Sometimes  he  looks  corn  fed 
angelic  and  sometimes  demonic  : 
£.f .'  s  Henry  Thomas  with  a  streak 
of  cruelly  and  a  diseased  mind.) 
Lindsay  Duncan,  who  plays 
Dolphin,  has  a  couple  of  mrenents  as 
well.  But  these  two  are  the  best  of 
the  lot  and  they're  not  particularly 
notable. 

It  was  probably  a  mistake  lo  locate 
die  action  in  a  small  mid-Wcslem 
town.  Ridley  -  an  Englishman- 
appears  10  have  no  idea  of  what  life 
in  a  small  town  is  like.  The  Dove 
gas  sution  and  Dolphin's  house  arc 
supposed  to  be  dillapidated  but 
there's  not  a  scratch  on  anything  in 
Ihe  Dove  household  while  Dolphin 
could  give  a  Rosedale  mavcn  some 
lessons  about  interior  decoraling. 
The  material  isn'i  far  enough 
removed  from  convenlional  realism 
10  accepi  these  gaffes.  (To  be  fair, 
though,  this  may  be  because  of  the 
budget.)  The  characiers'  names 
don't  help  either, 

Ridley's  dhection  isn't  distinctive 
or  confident  enough  to  let  us 
surrender  completely  to  his  vision. 
Some  of  the  most  chilling  scenes  in 
the  movie  fall  curiously  flat  as  a 
result.  (For  example,  Seili  finds  an 
abandoned  fetus  and  assumes  it's  his 
deceased  playmate  who's  now  an 
angel.) 

Ridley  started  as  a  painter  bui  his 
images  aren't  exacUy  compelling  and 
he  doesn't  seem  particularly  drawn 
to  fihn.  Reflecting  Skin  could  just 
as  easily  have  been  a  play  or  prose  - 
mediums  he's  also  worked  in  -  and 
would  probably  have  worked  better. 
Ridley  reminds  you  of  Tarkovsky 
bul  he  lacks  the  passion  for  film 
which  makes  Tarkovsky's  work 
inleresiing.  At  this  stage,  though,  the 
filmmaker  he  most  resembles  is  Neil 
Jordan  (Mona  Usa,  High  Spirits ). 
Like  Jordan,  he  lacks  film  sense  but 
makes  up  for  that  with  ideas. 
Reflecting  Skin  ,  like  Jordan's  first 
movie  Angel .  is  a  failure  but  it's  a 
promising  one.  B 


AAAAAAA;^AAAAAAAAA/\AA7 


INNIS  FILM  SOCIETY 

F 
A 
L 
L 


HA  2Suaw  AvK,  ana  block  nuh  ol  Bloor 
WV  WJllliBM  frw  to  iB  •oTMnnot. 


1 

9 
9 

1 

DREYER 

GALLAGHER 

RIMMER 


A  ocnvM>  Khtt*M  01  tm  FidVMK  nilM 
vA  IM  pubWod  In  tkM  inr  ihi  S«ivMw  18 
to— Tina.  K  you  ann  to  to  xidxl  fa  our 


Fo>  mora  Irtomaton.  plao*  phm  A7t-77SO 


thuradaM  M|rtwnb«r  IS,  7  pm,  h** 
thuradayi  Mptombmr  M,  7  pm,  $3.00 

VtrUlM  m  m  OBatluMt  Wntptr     aMamm^  ma  u ok. 


CMal 


CHAMBERS 


OBERHAUSEN 


lUN^tOVIcit  Dm 


UiuradaK  octobw  3,  7  pm,  $3.00 


The  baia  FUm  Society 
the  ToniDb}  Arts  " 


thursday,  October  3*  7  pm,  $3.00 

ObcifllBuMDht  {firodtor  Anccb  Rurdt  «{Q  be  praeat 
to  fai&tHliace  the  vlsaen  of  ibe  1991  Oberhsaacn 
Short  Rtm  PwtM.  todudlny  fltau  br  Jan 
EWiokin^er;  ttw  Bnitftcn  Qtwy  &  albert 
PRaeoka  la  coopoi^km  •ith  the 


1  tbe  ffcotaws  riatmoc  of  the  Oabrio  Arts  Couodl, 
,  aod  the  tods  CoUc£q  Sturimt  SodctyL 


Festival  of  Festivals 

The  1601  Annual  Toromo  Festival 
of  Festival  runs  from  September 
5-14lh.The  line-up  looks  very 
promiiing  .  There  are  new  films  by 
kiysioff  Kieslowski,  David  BeainJ . 
the  Maysles  brothers.  John 
Franlcenhdmer,  Peter  Oreeaaway, 
Tsui  Hark  (  a  one-man  industry, 
he's  directed  two  and  co-direcled 
one),  John  Woo.  the  Coen  brolben. 
Teny  OUliam,  Mike  Leigh.  Chamal 
Ackennan,  Bruce  Elder.  Derek 
Jarman.  Jacques  Rivetu,  Nicolas 
Roeg,  Codard,  Michael  Apied's 
sequel  u,  28  Up  35  Up,  Agnes 
Varda,  Qiristiin  Blackwood,  and 
the  one  everybody'!  been  waiting 
for,  Gus  Van  Saru's  foUow-up  to 
Drugstore  Cowboy:  My  Own 
Private  Idaho,  starring  Keanu 
Reeves  and  River  Rioenix.  There  is 
also  one  of  Van  Sant's  short  films 
and  an  unreleased  Bruce  Weber 
votV.  Backyard  Movie.  Two  actors 
-  Sean  Penn  and  Jodie  Foster  - 
make  their  directing  debuts.  The 
Midnight  Madness  program  sounds 
a  lot  more  interesting  than  last 
year's.  The  spotlight-  on  Ken 
Loach  ( Hidden  Agenda  >-  doesn't 
exactly  grab  me  but  there's  plemy  of 
other  great  stuff.  Some  of  the  other 
highlights  are  a  block  party  on 
Samrday,  September  7th  frara  6  to 
midnight  on  YojJnriUe  Ave,  between 
Bay  and  Cumberland  and  a  free 
screening  of  Fritz  Lang's 
Metropolis  on  Friday  September  6th 
at  8:30  in  Nathan  Phillip  s  Square. 


The  HERALD  Needs: 
(Please  circle  one.) 

a.  Writers 

b.  A  good  swift  kick  in  the  pants 

c.  Artists 

d.  Editors 

e.  Slaves 

f.  $2000  for  a  new  computer 

g.  Pat6 

If  you  answered  "yes"  to  any  of  the 
above,  then  go  back  and  read  the 
instructions  more  carefully.  The 
correct  answer  is  all  of  the  above. 
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